
Clue and the Curse of Gashadokuro 

By Wendie Nordgren 

Copyright © 2020 by Wendie Nordgren

All rights reserved.

This book is a work of fiction. The names, places, and events are fictional and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or actual events is entirely coincidental. 

This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise, without prior written permission of the publisher, except as provided by the United States of America copyright law. 

––––––––
[image: ]


www.wendienordgren.com

Cover Design by:  Christopher M. Coyle Dark & Stormy Knight Design www.darkandstormyknight.com

Books by Wendie Nordgren: 

The Wendigo Redemption Series

Wendigo Uprising Book One

Wendigo Hunting Book Two

Wendigo Conjuring Book Three 

The Space Merchants Series

The Space Merchants Book One

The Space Merchants of Arachne Book Two

The Parvac Emperor’s Daughter Book Three

Omnes Videntes Book Four

The Spider Queen Book Five

The Inquisitors Book Six

Thunderdrop A Space Merchants Novella

Materfamilias Book Seven 

Ensign Probus Book Eight 

The Cosmos Coalition Book Nine 

Omnes Videntes Series

Xavier 

Jazon

Clue Taylor Series

Clue and The Shrine of the Widowed Bride Book One

Clue and the Sea Dragon Book Two

Clue and the Tree Spirits Book Three  

Standalone 

Temporal Locum

Novella 

Death’s Providence 

Cookbook

Hungry for More: A Harem of Recipes

Table of Contents 

Chapter One 

Chapter Two 

Chapter Three

Chapter Four 

Chapter Five 

Chapter Six 

Chapter Seven 

Chapter Eight 

Chapter Nine 

Chapter Ten 

Chapter Eleven 

Chapter Twelve 

Chapter Thirteen 

Chapter Fourteen 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One 
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Nervously, I glanced around while making my selections at Big Bubba’s grocery store. The young man behind the register gave me a smile revealing his chipped front teeth. “You’re welcome to go out the back. I can distract her for a few minutes.” 

Holding his gaze to judge his sincerity while he placed my items into my reusable pink shopping bag, I decided to trust him. I handed him a credit chip. “Keep the change.” I wondered if there was anyone in the city of Scorpius who didn’t know about my desperately futile attempts at evading her. At least, they were on my side. 

He grinned at me as I grabbed my bag’s handles and hurried to the back of the store and toward the storeroom doors. Once inside, I was somewhat relieved to no longer be visible through the store windows. If she couldn’t see me, my chances of avoiding her improved. She liked to show off, finding me without even making use of the spirit realm. She did it because she knew her smug self-assurance pissed me off to an even greater extent. Maneuvering around shelving and crates, I didn’t dare try to slip into the spirit realm to escape. Doing so would alert her to my presence like a beacon lighting up a starless night sky. She might have power and skill on her side, but I had the advantage of being young and fast in the mortal realm. 

Opening the back door just enough for a peek, I deemed it was safe and darted from the building and behind a delivery transport. I pulled my hood up to cover my head and ran from the back-parking lot and across the street to an alley. Then, at a pace that wouldn’t arouse suspicion, I did my best to remain hidden on my way to Wharf Street. 

My footsteps sounded like frantic knocks against a closed door as I ran along the pier and past the crew of Kumo Yokai, spider demons, who were constructing a place of worship for Palena, Goddess of the Ocean Waves, at her priest’s behest. That very priest watched me with a look of long-suffering on his handsome face. “You don’t have to look like I’m about to torture you. I brought an offering.” I lifted my shopping bag and gave it a gentle shake. 

“Clue, you can’t hide from her. You’ve tried.” 

“I’m not a quitter, Gregory.” Smiling, I thrust a container of fried fish at him. 

With a sardonic half-grin, he said, “Your chances of having your whereabouts obscured might be better closer to the ocean.” 

Attempting not to appear desperate, I followed the handsome priest down to the dock. He turned, and the breeze played with his black hair as he sat on the wooden planks. Sitting beside him, I pulled a bottle of sweet tea out of my shopping bag and handed it to him. We ate in silence, enjoying the gentle lap of waves and soft sway of the recently constructed dock. The beach was vacant but for a few seagulls and feral cats. It was to be expected since Scorpius was still in the grips of winter. 

I stared out across the sapphire-blue waves and then into Gregory’s eyes which were of a similar shade. “I can’t do what she wants. I’ve tried.” My tone was heavy with acceptance. 

It didn’t matter how many times my great-aunt slipped with me into the spirit realm and left me rematerialized in some unfamiliar setting in Cassini’s mortal realm to find my way home. I didn’t slip to the hollowed tree deep in the Guardians’ forest which was the spiritual Kodama anchor of my ancestors. Winks, otherwise known as Colwyn Taylor, my father, and I had been spending time there together. Our combined spiritual energy had healed the tree and renewed its existence. Daddy had been spending as much of his free time as possible amongst the Guardians. He’d been making repairs to our ancestral home there which had remained vacant for many years. 

Being accepted back into the fold, even if it had been grudgingly done so, had softened something in his soul which had been jagged and broken within him after his years of banishment. While I was happy for Daddy, I wasn’t a willing novice in my aunt’s indoctrination attempts. When I tried to slip to our ancestral tree, I consistently failed. Winks could do it with ease. However, every time I slipped to the place where I felt safest, the place to which my truest feelings navigated me, I ended up in the bed of Tadashi Shimizu, my husband. Truly, being in the bed of a powerful wolf spirit, one of the enforcers of the Okami Lord Mamoru Tanaka, was the safest place I could be. 

I was the omega of their pack. From what I’d read about normal wolf packs, I wasn’t treated like a typical omega. Yes, I was the weakest, but they tended toward spoiling and pampering me. They considered me to be little more than a pup. It was understandable. The Okami had survived on their home world centuries ago until its magic had fled. There, in ancient times, Tadashi had been a mighty samurai in service to Lord Tanaka. Following magic to the outer reaches of the galaxy, Tadashi, Mamoru, and Dorian had travelled with what they’d needed to start a new life and settled on Cassini. The planet’s only other sentient inhabitants, my ancestors, hadn’t yet taken human form, existing as free-floating orbs of light. However, the Okami pack intrigued them. Soon after their arrival, the Okami pack had given themselves over to their feral natures and replenished their spirit energies while hunting Cassini’s forests. My ancestors had watched. 

On Cassini, magic was alive. Beings of the forests, oceans, and spirit realm existed, hiding openly alongside Cassini’s human population. Lord Tanaka owned much of Cassini, but the city of Scorpius was his private domain, and those who lived there owed him fealty. The Okami pack, spirits, ghosts, demons, and humans of Scorpius abided by one binding oath which was to guard knowledge of the inhabitants’ differences from outsiders. 

Cassini helped in her own way. The planet’s natural electromagnetic fields rendered most electronic technology inoperable. Even something as simple as a compass became worthless. Many hopeful settlers had been dissuaded from making homes for themselves on a planet which would limit them to only the simplest technology. Others embraced a return to a humbler existence. Cassini’s distance from other civilizations and limited sunlight were other factors which negatively affected its popularity. 

I twisted the bracelet of braided black spider silk around on my wrist. I was hiding from Delwyn, but with our synchronized CGPS devices, Daddy and I would always be able to find each other on Cassini’s surface. Since compasses weren’t dependable, we all depended on Cassini’s Global Positioning System of satellites and ground stations, especially when navigating the oceans. 

“What should I do?” 

Gregory scanned the waves. Finally, he said, “Lord Tanaka and Colwyn share a goal.” He looked into my eyes. He didn’t need to say it. I knew their shared goal was to keep me from getting myself killed. 

“Clue Forester Taylor Shimizu!” Aunt Delwyn yelled. 

I didn’t even cringe. I’d been expecting her to find me. I’d just hoped it wouldn’t be so soon. 

Yago Felipe, an independent contractor and my father’s best friend, along with the other spider demons in his crew, gave the Guardian a wide berth. She and the other forest people didn’t approve of certain of the double-natured beings with whom my father and I associated. It was one of the reasons why I wasn’t accepting of his relations in my own heart. They were judgmental. Keb, a Guardian forest priest, was a distant cousin of mine. He’d asked Winks’ permission to court me soon after finding out about me. Predictably, he’d been just like the rest of them and thrown my mother’s former profession in my face. 

Being a whore on Eris Space Station hadn’t made her a bad person. On the contrary, she’d had a hard life, but rather than making her bitter, she’d been full of compassion, kindness, and generosity. Personally, I thought Winks and I were better off without our Cassini relations. However, for the sake of his happiness, suffering their company was a sacrifice I was willing to make. 

Something about the look in either my eyes or Gregory’s had Delwyn reevaluating whatever she’d been prepared to say. Her lessons on slipping had me feeling like a failure. I couldn’t change what made me feel safe to suit her. A part of Winks had been saddened to learn that the place where I felt safest was with Tadashi, but he’d accepted it. Delwyn sighed. It looked like maybe she was slowly realizing it as well. She turned her attention from us to the sky. “It will be dark soon. I’ll see you tomorrow in the glade.” 

The promise of a reprieve from her lessons cheered my bruised spirits. 

She turned and strode away from us down the pier. When she reached the street, she called out, “Sunrise at the glade!” 

Raising my hand, I gave her an unenthusiastic thumbs-up. 

Gregory said, “Well, you have the rest of the day to enjoy.” He smiled as if my troubles were over. 

The sun fell into the ocean, and the moon bounced up to take its place. I turned my forlorn expression toward him. 

Trying to placate me, in his deep smooth voice which he tended to reserve for parishioners, he said, “I’ll walk you to the Wisteria.” 

We put our empty containers into my bag and said goodbye to Yago. I waved to Claude. He smiled and nodded. The angry Kodama spirit that had cursed him with bad luck had finally left him in peace. Reaching up to my neck, I rubbed between my fingers the talisman I’d once loaned to his son. The pendent had been a wedding gift from Gregory, Cosmo, and Snappy. They’d fashioned part of the sea dragon’s scale and fishing hook that I’d found with a sapphire. It was Snappy’s way of keeping me safe. If I needed a boost to my spirit energy, I could draw it from his scale. Claude’s son, Nelsan, a soon to be nine-year-old who I’d met at the Community Center, was now a happy, normal kid after I’d managed to free him from the mononoke that had been feeding on his pain and sorrow. The little boy who’d lost his mother as a newborn had been a feast for the entities that fed off loneliness and despair. 

My first experience with mononoke had been when I’d lured one away from Mrs. Stone, my first employer in Scorpius. The sweet little old lady had needed someone to do odd jobs for her. Being a lonely widow, she’d been an easy target for them, but my spirit energy had been a feast. That was how I’d met Lord Tanaka. 

Mononoke liked playing pranks on their victims. The one that had been feeding on my spirit energy had made Daisy, my doll, sit up and watch me in bed while I’d been sleeping. Terrified, I’d run to Cosmo Lennox, Winks’ apprentice, for help. He’d sent me to the Okami. Lord Tanaka had been as judgmental as Keb. The memories brought my thoughts back to the demons amongst Cassini’s population. 

Lord Tanaka, the Okami master of Scorpius, had judged me in our introductory moment and had decided that I was good. Therefore, he’d decided to protect me. However, for demons such as the Kumo Yokai, like Claude and Nelsan, there was no one for them to go to for supernatural help. In Lord Tanaka’s opinion, all demons and Yokai of every sort were evil. They couldn’t go to the Protect and Serves because an evil spirit was tormenting them. I was determined to change it by being the person they could go to for assistance, but I’d learned to fear the dangerous beings on Cassini. As it was, I wasn’t strong enough to right most of the wrongs that the double-natured couldn’t right for themselves. Daddy and my Okami alpha were right. I needed to learn how to control my abilities. 

Recently, I’d learned how much I didn’t know when I’d tried to get away from Keb in the forest. Initially, I’d discovered my ability to slip with Palena’s help while trying to avoid being gutted by a pearl thief. I’d only been venturing into the spirit realm for a short time. I considered it progress that I no longer had to be in fear for my life to slip. However, Keb, Winks, and the others had been honing the skill practically all of their lives. I had a lot of catching up to do. 

Gregory and I had made the walk to the Wisteria Hotel in companionable silence. At the doors, he reached out and gently captured my wrist. When I stopped and faced him, he leaned toward me and kissed my forehead. Once, I’d wanted him, but I’d realized our attraction was more Palena’s doing than our own. I did love him but as a friend, and I knew he felt the same way about me. “A journey isn’t made with a single paddle stroke. A skill such as that which the Guardians possess isn’t mastered in a single lesson.” 

I took a deep breath and nodded. 

He grasped my shoulder, gave it a gentle squeeze, and smiled before ushering me inside of the hotel. 

The Wisteria Hotel was beautiful. Stepping inside of the lobby filled me with peace. Below my feet, the pale-green carpet had a light-purple petal design made to appear to scatter in a gentle breeze. I watched as Gregory walked across the lobby, smiling and shaking the hands of those, who like him, worshipped Palena, the Goddess of the Ocean Waves. When he had been a young boy, he and his friends had snuck away from their studies to go swimming. Had the beautiful ocean spirit not depleted all of her spirit energy, sacrificing herself to save him, he would have died. It had taken years for her spirit energy to replenish. When she’d sensed me on the beach, she’d fed from my energy and become corporeal once more. Apparently, I had a surplus of it which made me a tasty target. 

Gregory considered me to be Palena’s handmaiden but then so did the pesky blue-haired ocean spirit. She didn’t always behave appropriately, but she’d saved my life when I’d been trapped in my spirit wolf form, muzzled and dying, another reason I didn’t care much for Winks’ relations. Also, she’d been guiding me toward righting some injustices. I could deal with her behavior when the good outweighed the bad. However, if Tadashi Shimizu, my husband, were to learn of some of them, I didn’t think he’d be so forgiving. He didn’t need to know every detail of my life. I certainly didn’t know everything about his. Momma had kept many secrets from many admirers. She’d been wise to do so. 

I walked across the lobby and felt Tadashi’s notice before I saw him. He stood behind Lord Tanaka where he sat at his customary table in the hotel’s restaurant. A few men who had the distinctive look of off-worlders sat with him. They seemed out of time and place. Their clothes were the type preferred by space station workers with lots of pockets and loops. When I edged closer to the restaurant, Dorian made an almost imperceptible move. I looked all of the way up to his eyes which he directed toward the bar. It was a silent order. I shrugged. Tadashi became easily distracted whenever I entered a room. If he were to fail in his service to his lord during a business meeting, it would shame him. His personal sense of duty and honor was something I respected. 

I’d find out what it was all about later. Turning to the right, I followed Gregory into the classy hotel bar. He’d already joined a group of fishermen at their table, so I ordered a hot chocolate to go and exited the bar’s back door. 

The alley was sheltered from the wind which had picked up since night had fallen. Cassini didn’t enjoy much sunlight, only getting four to six hours of it a day depending on the season. I could have avoided the cold by slipping home, but I wasn’t in the mood. I walked down Tortoise Street and took a left on Honjo. I felt a sense of relief when I arrived at our front door. When I pressed my palm to the scan pad, several locking mechanisms slid free before the door opened. 

“Hey! I’m home!” I walked across the dark wood floors and found him. Snappy was waiting for me in the kitchen. He had his collar and leash dangling from the tip of his tail. “Alright. Let me put this down.” 

He chuffed at me while I left my bag and lidded cup on the dining table. He knew the bag was filled with trash I needed to toss into the waste disposal but that I was a bit of a slob. Once I had the collar around his neck, we left our home and walked along the sidewalk to the vacant lot Winks had purchased for Snappy. The sapphire-blue five-foot-long lizard drew a lot of attention from out-of-town visitors, but those who knew us knew the truth. Snappy wasn’t a pet lizard. The collar and leash were to put the unsuspecting at ease. 

In truth, Snappy was better known as Master Talvi, the father of the seas. In his true form, he was a mighty blue sea dragon and as large as an apartment building. Currently, he was replenishing his spirit energy. He’d taxed himself while saving Scorpius and the crews of cargo ships from Umibozu, an angry sea monster who’d been sinking noisy ships. Snappy, Winks, Lord Tanaka, and Mr. Tavora, my current boss, had worked together with Palena and her sirens to lure Umibozu away to the submarine cave where Snappy had been trapped for ages. It was a place where none but fools dared to venture. Naturally, it’s where I had gone searching for Snappy to begin with, but I hadn’t gone alone. 

One of those foolish individuals who’d ventured out there for his own nefarious reasons was approaching us now at a quick pace. Ignoring him, I opened the white picket gate for Snappy and released his leash. He scampered away across the patches of snow to a collection of bushes to do his business. 

A few feral cats who’d made homes for themselves in the crates we’d stacked against the side of the neighboring brick building hopped down from their cat apartments and ran for me. They wound themselves around my legs and purred. They liked me because I’d freed them from the mononoke that had been terrorizing them, but they were loving toward me because they wanted me to fill their bowls. Feral beasts were always nicest when they wanted something. 

“Clue, hey! Long time no see.” Dirty-blonde curls were being tossed about his head in the cold breeze, and the tip of his nose was red. Before me stood no other than Captain Fergus of the Black Bounty. He was a pirate. 

“Hey, Stinky!” I called out brightly. 

I was still pissed at him for a number of things but mostly for holding Tadashi for ransom. Of course, he’d thought Tadashi was my pet wolf, Coco Bear, at the time, and he still didn’t know the truth. He’d been desperate for credits to pay for the medical attention needed by a crew member, but I’d thought Tadashi had died and had wanted to die, too. I hadn’t known that Okami didn’t die. They never ceased to exist, but they could fade and sometimes for the lifetime of a star. To exist for so long, torn from a true love, would be torturous. 

Fergus, known by his friends and accomplices as Tips, scowled at me. “Again, with that?” 

Turning my back on him, I went to the cats’ bowls, rinsed them out, and refilled them. The water from the spigot was frigid, even with insulation covering the pipes. The cats didn’t care. They’d gotten what they’d wanted. They surrounded the food bowl and hunkered down around it crunching away. I’d served my purpose and been forgotten. 

“What do you want, Fergus?” 

He had the audacity to look hurt. “Is that any way to talk to a dear old friend?” 

I walked over to the bench and sat. Snappy was taking his time. 

Fergus sat beside me. He looked around and then quietly stated, “I need your help. You’ve got abilities.” 

I snorted. 

“Clue, I’m serious.” His blue eyes locked onto mine. 

“What did you do this time?” 

He gave me an angry look. “I lost something and need help finding it.” He tucked his curly hair behind his ears and covered his head with his hood. 

“Why not ask Pony, Declan, and Will for help?” They were his crew. 

“They’re unavailable. Look, do this for me, and I’ll owe you. I’ll owe you big.” 

A slow, evil grin turned up the corners of my lips. It didn’t faze him. “What did you lose?” 

Smiling with as much charm as he could muster, he said, “I’ll tell you all about it in my warm transport.” Snappy had returned and thumped his tail against the ground. “I’ll pick you up at your door!” With those words, he was up and gone, walking briskly along the sidewalk. 

I assumed he’d parked somewhere on Honjo and had been staking out my place. Bending to take the end of Snappy’s leash, I followed him home. He was in a good mood and swished his powerful tail back and forth across the sidewalk. The action eradicated his prints from the snow. Most reptiles didn’t care for the cold, but it didn’t bother Snappy. As a sea dragon, he had no problem hunting in the darkest, coldest depths of the ocean. 

Once we were inside, I took off his collar and leash and filled his bowls. “Will you be okay here alone?” 

He looked up at me and whacked his tail against the dark wood floor. In his current form, it was his way of telling me that he’d be fine. 

Gregory would eventually return, so would Winks and Cosmo from wherever they’d gone. I washed my hands while reheating my hot chocolate. Then, I left a note on the table saying I was going out and not to worry. I closed and locked the door behind me. 

Fergus was waiting in his transport right outside. Bending to open my own door, I got in, sat, and yanked the door closed with more force than was necessary. Being consistent with his gentlemanly behavior toward me, he didn’t even wait for me to secure myself into the seat before he was dashing along the street. He kept checking his mirrors for a tail. 

“What’s got your asshole in a nervous pucker?” I took a sip of warm chocolatey goodness and adjusted the vents to send more warmth my way. I shivered in my seat. “Can you make it any warmer?” I could see my words in the form of white, frigid puffs of air in front of my face. 

Frost had begun to form along the edges of the windshield. The wind picked up, and in yards along the way, I could see bare tree branches illuminated by his headlights as they scraped against each other. The clattering sound grew louder, and I scanned the vacant plots of land for the source. The wind wasn’t blowing hard enough to account for it. Focusing in on something which seemed out of place in the dim light and shadows, I thought I saw a moving tree. Putting my cup into a holder, I scooted closer to the window and tried to figure out how my eyes had played such a trick on me. At first, I thought it was the bleached, white bark of an aspen. I followed the trunk up from the back corner of an apartment building. Fergus had increased the transport’s speed. I was about to tell him to slow down. I tilted my head and gazed up to find the dark, hollow sockets of an eyeless skull watching us. 

Fergus covered my mouth with his cold hand, trapping my scream. He swerved, righted the transport, and sped from Scorpius. 
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